David Arnot

the travellers ; and as she came out to the main
door, her husband, dismounting stiffly yet in
an eager haste, walked up to her with both
hands outstretched; his face flushing.

"Ah, Ludovick," she said airily, as if
she had parted from him only a few hours
since*

But he clasped her hands and held them
tightly.

" Are you happy to see me ?" he mur-
mured under his breath; and then he kissed
her.

" Truly I am," smiled Lady Rusco. " But
will you not present your guest ? "

Rusco started, and released her hands.

" You do well to chide me. In the delight
of seeing you I forget all else. But now I
would have you greet my good friend David
Arnot."

The stranger dismounted, and bowed in
silence.

Lady Rusco swept him a deep curtsey, and
her eyes met his. They were grey eyes, the
most penetrating she had ever seen; and for
an instant it was as if they looked into her
soul and judged it with a calm impartial
judgment.

She was provoked. Admiration, hearty and
unqualified, was what her husband had habi-
tuated her to take as her just right. The
strangers glance embarrassed her, so that her
words of greeting died on her lips. She